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Stars are always 
gleaming, wherever we 
may roam. Some nights 
you can see them brightly 
in the evening sky. 
Other evenings they are 
just specks which are 
very hard to distinguish 
from the darkness. But 
in either case, they are 
there. I was to have 
been born in the night, 
or so my mother told 

me. They had not chosen 
a name for me even. As 
my father paced, he 

he looked up into the 
night time sky and saw 
the stars. When it was 
announced there was a 
baby girl, he named me 
Hester, because it means 
“star.” 


Our last name, Tarian, is 
a very old name which 
means "shield," for some 
of my ancestors had 
originally performed in 
their duties as shields to 
their kings. A few 
descendants of these men 
would later become kings 
themselves. My father, 
however, was not a king. 
He was a Lord and 

member of the High 
Council. We had an 

estate but most of my 


time growing up was in 
Nujelm where I played in 
the palace. 


My sisters would come 
along much later. We 
played mosttimes in the 
gardens when it was 
warm. When the weather 
changed and grew cold 
though, we left Nujelm 
and went to the estate 
for winter. I disliked it 
there because it was so 
drafty in the keep my 
father owned. I always 
welcomed the coming of 
spring because it was 
then we could return to 
Nujelm and its gardens. 


There were other children 
to play with there as 
well, those of the staff. 
One of my playmates was 
a thin boy with a dark 
complexion by the name 
of Xavier Reed. His 
father was the gardner 
and his mother one of 
the cooks. I tried to 
spend as much time out 
in the gardens as I could. 
One day, Xavier was 
helping his father weeding. 
I was pretending to work 
on needlepoint, something I 
have never enjoyed. The 
only thing I cared to do 
with cloth really was to 
tear bandages for the 
knights and warriors who 
came and went from the 
property. He was pulling 
a beautiful ower of 
deep blue with dark 
leaves. They had almost 
an enchanting quality. 
When I thought no one 


was looking, I a hida 
few under my cloth and 
went inside. Once in my 
bed chamber, I hid them 
under my pillows. Then I 
casually returned to the 
garden. Once his chores 
were done, Xavier was 
allowed to have some 

time to play. We were 
older than the other 
children which included my 
sisters, Irysa and 
Gabrielle, and his sister, 
Traviata. We kept an eye 
on the younger ones, but 
would come up with our 
own games at times. 


One qame was jumping a 
stick or staff. Sometimes 
I would swing the staff 
in both hands and Xavier 
would jump it. Then he 
would do the same for 

me. Once I remember we 
used an old lance from 
the blacksmith's. When 
my father saw this, he 
was greatly angered. He 
gave me a lecture about 
how ladies were not to 
associate with the 
commoners, nor were they 
to handle weapons or 
bladed items, and they 
were not meant for such 
things. He restricted me 
to the library for a week 
then. At one point I 
pressed the <owers I had 
appropriated into a book 
there. The title was 
"Treatise on Alchemy’ by 
Felicia Hierophant. 

Of course, when my 

week's time had passed, I 
was permitted back to 

the gardens, and Xavier 


was there. 


We also played hide and 
seek, but I usually lost 
this game. Many times it 
seems he would disappear 
before my very eyes. He 
would later reappear ina 
totally different location. 
What was remarkable was 
that he could do so 
without the use of spells. 
We were still considered 
children, and not 
permitted to learn any 
particular trades yet. I 
was to learn the running 
of an estate and sewing. 

I planned to enjoy those 
years I could before 
assuming any adult 
responsibilities. Since my 
father's lecture on the 
difference between nobility 
and the common man, 
whenever he would pass 
with the Council members 
or guards, I would 
pretend to give Xavier 
orders. He would always 
do as I demanded, but he 
did so with a look in his 
eyes that told me he 
understood, and it was 
only that he chose to 
that he would be 

obedient. Otherwise, we 
were friends, good 
friends. I loved him 
dearly. Not in the 
romantic sense, but 

almost in the way I would 
have loved a brother, if I 
had one. In many ways I 
was closer to him than 

my own sisters, in fact. 


He was very smart and I 
would often sneak him 


books from the library, 
where he was not 
permitted. I would start 
to teach my sisters the 
basics of reading and 
writing. During those 
times, Xavier would 
secret himself somewhere 
that only I knew. This 
way, he could observe and 
he would learn on his 
own. 


Then came the night my 
mother came to my 

bed chamber. She gave 

me a kilt and shirt and 
told me to put them on. 
As soon as I had done 
this, she handed me a 
robe with a hood and told 
me to be very quiet. I 
did not understand, but 
knew from the palor of 
her face and the anxious 
way she scanned the 

room and hallway, that 
something was seriously 
amiss. She then told me 
that we had to leave. 
Something had happened 

at the High Council 
meeting and that many 
were angry with what 
Father had said. I did not 
understand the politics of 
this, but something 
dangerous could happen. 
Pretty soon, Xavier's 
mother came in with 
Traviata and Irysa. 
Mother told us that we 
were to be good girls and 
go and do as was asked 

of us. With tears in 

her eyes, she bid us 
farewell. We were led 
out of the palace and up 
to the cemetery, then in 


the cavern beneathe. I 
was told we had to stay 
there for a while until it 
was safe. My mother 

and father were taking 
Gabrielle and going 
another way, and if all 
went well, we would be 
together again ina few 
days. A few days 

without my parents? 

This was foreign to me. I 
had never been anywhere 
without one of them 
around. I then asked 
where Xavier was. His 
mother looked into the 
distance and said he could 
not come either, but 
maybe he would find 
another way. For now, 

he needed to stay with 
his father and the men. I 
felt so alone then. 


In the following days I 
saw other women and 
children coming. There 
were never any men, or 
boys even. None wore 
dresses or long skirts 
either. All had kilts or 
even pants on. I was 
kept away from the 
others, even those my 

my own age. One day a 
woman approached me 

with scissors in her 
hands, and without 
speaking, guided me to a 
chair. She cut my hair 
short, then she did the 
same to Irysa and left 
as silently as she had 
appeared. I could hear 
the women talking though, 
and one day I learned 
that the king, Lord 
British, was looking for 


those who opposed 
following his virtues. 
That was all I understood. 
I knew my great uncle 

was Lord British's friend 
though, so I was sure 
this would all be worked 
out eventually. 


One night men and boys 
came down, carrying 
crates. They took the 
crates to the docks. 
Among the boys, Xavier 
was there. I was blocked 
from getting near though. 


Once everything was on 
the docks, the women 
herded us onboard. 
Amazingly, the boat was 
crewed by a male captain 
and his female lover, 
though she could have 
been his wife. I was 
surprised by how deftly 
she handled the ropes and 
sail. 

My eyes met Xavier's 
still standing on the dock. 
For the first time in my 
life I wished upon the 
stars that after this, we 
would see each other 
again. 

(to be continued) 


